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The Middle of Things

lot! Clever—very clever! Richard, you’l
get all the books that that man has
written!”’

VINER lighted his pipe, thrust his hands
in the pockets of his trousers and
leaned back against the mantelpiece.

“My dear aunt!” he said half-teasingly,
half-seriously. “You’re worse than a drug-
taker. \Vhatever makes a highly-respect-
able, shrewd old lady like you cherish such
an insensate fancy for this sort of stuff?”

“Stuff?” demanded Miss Penkridge, who
had resumed her knitting. ‘““Pooh! It’s
not stuff—it’s life! Real life—in the form
of fiction!”

Viner shook his head, pityingly.

“Life!” he said. “You don’t mean to
say that you think those things”—he
pointed a half-scornful finger to a pile of
novels which had come in from Mudie’s
that day—“really represent life?”

“What else?”” demanded Miss Penkridge.

“Oh—I don’t know,” replied Viner
vaguely. “Fancy, I suppose, and imagina-
tion, and all that sort of thing—invention,
you know, and so on. But—life! Do you
really think such things happen in real life,
as those we’ve been reading about?”

“I don’t think anything about it,” re-
torted Miss Penkridge sturdily. “I’m sure
of it. I never had a novel yet, nor heard
one read to me, that was half as strong as it
might have been!”

“Queer thing, one never hears or sees of
these things, then!” exclaimed Viner. I
never have!—and I've been on this planet
thirty years.”

“That sort of thing hasn’t come your
way, Richard,” remarked Miss Penkridge
sententiously. “And you don’t read the
popular Sunday newspapers. I do! They’re
full of crime of all sorts. So’s the world.
And as to mysteries—well, I've known of
two or three in my time that were much
more extraordinary than any I've ever read
of in novels. I should think so! Novels
—improbability—pooh! Judged by what
some people can tell of life, the novel that’s
improbable hasn’t yet been written!”

“Well!” remarked Viner after a pause,
“you may be right, Aunt Bethia. Only,
vou see, I haven’t come across the things
in life that you read about in novels.”

“You may yet,” replied Miss Penkridge.
“But when anybody says to me of a novel
that it’s impossible and far-fetched and so
on, I'm always inclined to remind him of
the old adage that truth 7s stranger than

_ seemed to be nobody about.
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fiction, and that life’s full of queer things.
Only, as you say, we don’t all come across
the strange things.”

The silvery chime of the clock on the
mantelpiece caused Miss Penkridge, at
this point, to bring her work and her words
to a summary conclusion. Hurrying her
knitting into the hand-bag which she car-
ried at her belt, she rose, kissed her nephew
and departed bedward; while Viner, after
refilling his pipe, proceeded to carry out
another nightly proceeding which had be-
come a habit. Every night, throughout the
year, he went for a walk before going to
bed. And now, getting into an overcoat
and pulling a soft cap over his head, he let
himself out of the house, and crossing the
square, turned down a side-street and
marched slowly in the direction of the
Bayswater Road. It was an ideal night
for the time of year; and on this occasion,
therefore, he went farther than usual. And
while he strolled along, smoking his pipe,
he thought in a half-cynical, half-amused
way, of his Aunt Bethia’s taste for the sen-
sational fiction and of her evidently sincere
conviction that there were much stranger
things in real life than could be found be-
tween the covers of any novel.

HE was returning to his own Square—

but on the opposite side to that by
which he had left it, approaching it by one
of the numerous long terraces which run
out of the main road in the Westbourne
Grove district,—when his musings were
rudely interrupted. Between this terrace
and Markendale Square was a narrow pas-
sage, little frequented save by residents, or
by such folk familiar enough with the
neighborhood to know that it afforded a
shortcut. Viner was about to turn into this
passage, a dark affair set between high
walls, when a young man darted hurriedly
out of it, half collided with him, uttered
a hasty word of apology, ran across the
road and disappeared round the nearest
corner. But just there stood a street-lamp,
and in its glare Viner caught sight of the
hurrying young man’s face. And when the
retreating footsteps had grown faint,
Viner still stood staring in the direction in
which they had gone.

“That’s strange!” he muttered. “I've
seen that chap somewhere—I know him.
Now, who is he? And what made him in
such a deuce of a hurry?”

It was very quiet at that point. There
Behind him,






























































































































The Leather Medal

“No; he isn't crying. I want you to
let him have it. He’s going to run for us
when he gets it.”

Cromley wagged his head dolorously.

“Then he wont run, Duffy. Too bad—
too bad; and here I am just craving to be
trimmed. Don’t let him kid you, Duffy.”

The trainer’s jaw set. Having started,
he was going through with it. Stifling his
misgivings, he exerted pressure.

“In that case you wont run either, Crom-
ley,” he asserted bluntly. “I need that
boy. He can travel. I've seen him. If he
isn’t on the team, you wont be.”

Cromley stared, his sneer clouded with
bewilderment as he realized that he was
being threatened. Then he laughed loudly,
confidently. Of course Duffy was bluffing.
He couldn’t, daren’t, bar him.

Duffy read his thought.

“I mean that,” he said. “You wont run
for Westbridge unless DMelville gets a
chance to make the team. It's up to you.”

“What do I care whether I run?”
stormed Cromley; but he knew, and Duffy
knew, that he did care mightily. He ran
not only for the plaudits but because his
mean spirit reveled in the humbling of his
competitors. He liked to see them strain
to the utmost but in vain as he dragged
them down to defeat. His vanity flashed
out. “I don’t want to run—I’m only help-
ing you out. What would you have with-
out me? A bunch of dubs who can’t keep
themselves warm. Go get Melville, or
whatever his name is. I'm out.”

“That’s right,” nodded Duffy.
out.”

Abruptly he turned on his heel. Having
come to a show-down, he was going the
whole way. That was the only means of
bringing Cromley to time. The least show
of weakening, and Cromley would be in
the saddle again.

Anger swept over Cromley as he saw the
position he was in. This was his last year at
Westbridge; he already had held over a
year to get his diploma. It was his last op-
portunity to demonstrate his superiority in
the intercollegiate. If he did not run, it
would be said that he had gone back, that
he had lost his speed. He couldn’t bear
that. His vain pride demanded that he
retain his laurels to the end. He had to
run.

What he was letting himself in for
flashed upon him. Should his suspension
‘be put into effect, he would have a double
helping of humble pie to eat. In addition

“You’re
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to returning the medal to Melville, he
would have to ask for reinstatement. The
whole college would know that he had been
forced to crawl.

“Duffy!”

The trainer looked around inquiringly.

“I'll do it,” grated Cromley. He laughed
viciously as he perceived a way of hitting
back. “And I'll break the heart of your
cub. T’ll make a monkey out of him.”

“Do that,” said Duffy, “if you can.”
Right then he disliked Cromley more
whole-heartedly than ever. “I'll take the
medal to him.”

“T’ll send it.”

“That’s good enough.” Duffy went on.
As a runner, Cromley was a wonder; but
as a man he was— Duffy said it.

The circumstances attending the return
of the medal did not modify his opinion.

Melville was at his task of waiting on
table in the boarding-house when a mes-
senger approached him. A tray in each
hand, Melville stopped in the middle of
the crowded dining-room.

The messenger opened a bag he carried
and took out a leather disk with the little
gold medal inset.

“For you,” he said, proffering it.

There was a howl of laughter from the
diners. Melville flushed, and a plate slid
off one of his trays, the shattering china
attracting those who had not yet observed
the byplay.

Melville curbed his temper. The easiest
way was to pass the affair off lightly.
“All right,” he said with a laugh.

it on me—my hands are busy.”

During the rest of the meal he wore
the leather medal gravely, taking in good
part the many sallies regarding it. His
attitude took the edge off the ridicule in
which Cromley had hoped to submerge
him. But he was mad clear through. And
like Duffy, he also formed an idea.

“Pin

ELVILLE proved to be both a delight
and a disappointment to Duffy. As
he rounded into form he stepped the two-
twenty in but a fraction over record time.
But that appeared to be all he could do.
He was slow in getting off the mark and
therefore useless in the. dashes. Beyond
three hundred yards he couldn’t hold his
pace.
“Go at the quarter again, son,” Duffy
would say. “If you can make it—" ‘
Duffy never finished that remark, but
Melville understood what was in his mind.


















Free Lances in Diplomacy

“I'd have said that about him mys:elf,
if he'd stayed in Cincinnati where he be-
longs! Seeing him over here in company
with Sally, I'm not so sure. His father
was a leather-goods manufacturer—rated
about half a million, the last I heard. He
sent Percy to Harvard, where the boy just
managed to skin through his examinations.
Didn’t amount to anything in athletics,
either. Bummed around in Boston with a
gang of speedy boys in his dormitory—had
some reputation as a dancer and poker-
player. Came out of Harvard an extreme
radical in his ideas. Old man naturally ex-
pected to take him into the business, but
the boy said he was an oppressor of labor,
and got to traveling around with some of
the labor-organizers.

“0Old man finally suggested that he start
in and learn the business as one of the
factory employees. Old Bumstead had a
pretty strong impression that he was treat-
ing his men with absolute fairness—sup-
posed Percy would discover that if-he
started in as a factory-hand. Broadly
speaking, there are two main divisions of
the human race—workers and natural born
loafers, who expect the workers to support
them without work. Percy was on the
loafer side and began making trouble right
from the start. Never having done a day’s
work, of course he got pretty tired and
irritable the first day or two. The other
factory-hands guyed him at first—then De-
gan listening to some of his theories
against work. Bumstead had to can him
within a couple of weeks and tell him to
hunt a job somewhere else—cutting off
most of his allowance at the same time.

“I don’t know what Percy’s been doing
for the last two or three years, but he seems
now to be traveling around over here with
Sally Burden as if he’d got hold of money
somewhere, and I rather imagine that they
have a good many of the same ideas on
life in general—though Sally is anything
but a loafer, herself. As for the other man
we saw with her, I guess Lord Lammerford
can probably tell us something about him
if he thinks back a little—tries to recall
men he's met in various parts of Russia?
I know nothing about the man beyond an
impression that I've seen him with other
Russians somewhere here in Paris.”

“How about him, Lammy? Did you
get a close enough look to place him?
Three or four years ago, you were a walk-
ing ‘Who’s Who’ concerning practically
cvery well-known person in Europe—but
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the war has brought so many former non-
entities to the surface that it’s a bit con-
fusing, today—"

“Wait a bit! I've the feeling that I
should know something about that chap,
d’ye see—and yet, dashed if I can place
him.”

“Would he be some one vou'd seen in the
days of the Empire—or during that trip
you made through from Siberia after the
revolution?”

“M ORE likely to have been during that

last trip! H-m-m—wonder if it could
have been in some other place than Russia?
Ah! Fancy I've placed him now! Unless
I’'m mistaken in a resemblance,—and I'm
considered good at remembering faces,—
he'll be a studious, organizin’ sort of chap
who was actin’ as secretary to one of the
councils in Berlin awhile back. Quite a lin-
guist! I saw letters on his desk from vari-
ous parts of the United States and from
India, Australia, France, Spain—all over
the place. Seemed to be unusually up to
date in his methods—had a system of card-
indexin’ which he claimed was his own—
simple, but dev’lish good, I'd say. Called
himself ‘Voudowski’ in Berlin. Of course,
vou know, I was supposed to be one of
them, myself—from a British council in
Manchester. From what I saw of the chap
at the time, he appeared to be correspond-
in’ all over the world for his Berlin coun-
cil on a system of propaganda for their
extreme ideas—but I formed an opinion,
then, that the Berlin council itself was
merely subsidiary to a headquarters at
Moscow,

“Come to think of it, I've run across
that chap here in Paris several times dur-
ing the past year—saw him coming out of
a house in one of the little streets not far
from the Luxembourg as if he owned or
leased it. At all events, he locked the
front door and put the key in his pocket!
Now, that was just an incident which im-
pressed itself on my mind at the time with-
out my recognizing the chap as Voudowski
at all—but having placed the resemblance,
I'm quite positive as to him and the chap
who came out of the house being identical
with this fellow we saw in Miss Burden’s
company. . . . . Well—where does that
get us? Shall we drive on down to the
club an’ our game—or is there anything
in this which might be more interestin’?”

“H'm! DI'm a bit intrigued over the lady
and her friends, myself! Eh—Carter?”



















































BOOK MAGAZINE

Pacific had flattened ilie trees. Fire had
swept others, and the stripped, stark trunks
stood like a forest of toothpicks. Every-
where on these mountain-sides were fallen
irunks—all fallen downhill. They had
crashed into the little gulleys, slid into the
main gulley, and there the mass of its own
immense weight crawled slowly to the
cafion. At its mouth it traveled thirty
yards a year.

The drift was hundreds of feet deep.
There were tumbled, twisted acres of huge
logs, and herc and there a rock rode upon
the mass. It was a great glacier of the
softwood forests; and its chaotic surface
could not be crossed with safety as the
surface of an ice glacier of the north, nor
could the summer sun drive it back and
destroy it. The thick trees that had stood
at the mouth of the gulley had broken
down bhefore it.

From underneath it trickled a little
stream; and the chattering of this hidden
water reverberating through the resonant
logs was like the roar of a mountain river.

The weasel-man could not take his eyes
from the drift. He had not known the
things that take place—in the moun-
tains. Wrecked streets he had seen, with
buildings toppled into them. That had not
been like this.

He remembered the ridge he had spent
his last strength upon, and wondered
vaguely where the Siuslaw was. The sun
was setting—in the east. He looked
around; and if his senses had been fresh,
he would have recoiled. What ridge to
climb, had he been able to climb, he could
not decide. Nothing was in sight but other
ridges, and towering back of these were
other ridues, and through clefts in them he
saw endless blue seas of still more ridges.
They closed in on every side,—endless,
impassable. They were not mere wood and
stone to hide him from wrathful men. They
wanted to crush him. That was it: they
were after him; they had been after him
from the first. He remembered the owl and
squirrel, and the stenchy breaths of wolves
at night. And suddenly the suspicion crept
over him that the wilderness had a spirit
and he cried out to the wilderness:

“Whaddava want? Whaddaya want?”

A sharp crack, like the report of a long
naval rifle, came from the river of ruined
trees. The man leaped to his feet. The
drift was still. The world was still. Then
a mile back on the surface of the drift a
log shot up. It was a two-hundred-foot
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log, but it looked like a match flipped into
the air. As it fell, a six-foot-thick log at
the mouth of the drift, close to the man,
bowed up in the middle as though it were a
sapling, higher and higher, and crashed in
two with a screech and shower of long
splinters,

At the screech the man fled into the tim-
ber. His legs were quickened with the ter-
ror that flowed through him. The moun-

tains were after him. They had promised

him shelter, only to lose him here, and now
lt}l}ey had turned a great avalanche loose on
im.

They didn’t want him to get away with
the kid. The kid was money. He had
earned him—with his wits, with his gun—
almost with his life. If he could only get
him back to the railroad!

He stopped running. The boy was not
with him. He stood stock still in frenzy.
Had the kid finally been stolen from him?
Carefully he made his way back. He
looked out of the timber.

The drift was still. It had crawled for-
ward an inch, and stopped.

The boy was not in sight. There was a
dog—a great shaggy black dog—where the
boy had been. The man held his revolver
against a tree and aimed. There was some-
thing queer about the dog. There was
something around his neck. It was the arm
of the little boy, who stood beside the dog:
and his sobs came plainly to the weasel-
man.

“Come out of it!” he snarled. “Come
here, you little devil,—or I'll shoot the
dog.”

The boy pushed Buck away, and came
slowly. Buck watched him go, puzzled and
undecided.

“Don’t monkey with that dog; he’s wild;
he’ll chew you up. Now let’s get outa
this.”

NOT knowing which way to turn, he

went the easiest way, down the cafion,
It was night in the woods. They crossed a
damp lowland and saw, through the trees,
a lighter fern meadow ahead. The lowland
sloped into the fern. Buck was following
the pair, and there were other and strange
eyes waiting to see what might come out
of the lowland thickets.

They were resting in a copse of gray cas-
cara trees on the edge of the fern when
the man dodged behind a tree, jerking the
boy with him. Cattle were in front of
him—cattle, slaves of man. The Weasel















All Square

sample cases and began his career as a
salesman, a career that suited him not at
all.

DURING this same period, however, a
most unbelievable thing happened to
C. R. Ellington. It was Ed Hillman, of
Hillman Brothers, who brought about this
miracle. Ed was in town to make the best
possible contract for a year’s supply of
merchandise for the great string of Hill-
man retail stores; and in this period of
deflation and depression it was vital to C.
R. to land this contract. Hillman dropped
in just after the lunch-hour, and in spite
of a terrible internal misery Ellington
braced himself for the difficult task of
*‘selling” this important customer.

“Ed’s a darn good friend of mine,” C. R.
mused, “but when it comes to business, he’s
a hard-head—cold-blooded as a carp.”

“Hello, Ed,” he greeted Hillman when
his visitor came in. ‘“Gosh, but you look
hearty. Been getting married since I saw
you last? You look ten years yvounger.”

“Can’t say the same for you, C. R. You
look something out of the morgue.”

“Confounded stomach or liver or dia-
phragm or something gone back on me.
Doctors say I've got to play golf or die,
so I guess I'm due to die.” C. R. was try-
ing to be jovial, but there was bitterness
in this last speech.

“Now, you listen here, C. R.,” said Ed
sharply at the mention of golf, ‘“you’re
shooting too close to me with that golf-
stuff. Want you to understand I'm, a
golfer myself. Yes sir, been playing two
months, feel like a fighting cock, appetite
like a farmhand, ten years younger, drive
a ball two hundred yards, can’t hole a
two-foot putt into a washtub, but I'll bet
fourteen dollars I can take you out, C. R,
and beat you on every one of the eighteen
holes.”

Elington was too astounded at this
speech to reply. ‘“Hard-headed Ed Hill-
man gone nutty about golf! Good night!
What next?”

“Come on, C. R.,” Ed continued. “We’ll
get into my car and run out ¢o the Hillcrest
Club, and we’ll talk over this contract while
we play. You'll never get me to hang
around this stuffy place to talk business.
No sir, I've cut it out—think too much
of my health.”

“You go to the devil with your golf,”
was what C. R. wanted to reply, but what
he did say was: “I never saw a game of
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golf in my life, Ed, and I never want to.
But I'll ride out with you.”

“Yes, you'll ride out with me, and you'll
play a round of golf with me, too, C. R,,
if you want to do business with me. I'm
going to save your life first, C. R., and
then if you're good, and keep your fool
head down, and your eye on the ball, and
don’t talk while I putt, maybe I'll buy
some of your rotten stuff.”

THE story of Ellington’s fall is briefly

told. When they reached Hillcrest, Ed
rented a set of clubs for C. R.’s use, and
by an extraordinary exhibition of physical
and moral force dragged Ellington with
him to the first tee, totally ignoring his
protests. :

“I've got to land this contract,” C. R.
said to himself, “and while I'm here, I
might as well find out what makes these
feeble-minded boobs so crazy about golf.”

But even with this worthy purpose in
view he looked sheepishly about to see
whether any acquaintances were observing
his disgrace. :

“I'll shoot first,” said Ed, “and show
you how it ought to be done.” And pres-
ently he sent off a very decent drive.

“When you get so you can do that, C.
R., vou’ll be a real man,” he exulted.

And indeed, in spite of himself, Elling-
ton found something slightly stimulating
in Ed’s accomplishment.

“Whatever you do, do better than the
other fellow,” had always been Ellington’s
motto. Following this rule, he subordi-
nated everything else, for the time being,
to the determination to outdo Ed’s drive.
Setting himself, as Ed had done, with feet
wide apart and every muscle of his pow-
erful frame tense, he drew back the driver
with a tremendous jerk, and then brought
it forward again in a terrific swing with
force enough to drive the ball three hun-
dred yards.

But something must have gone wrong.
There was no shock of impact—no crash
of club against ball. Instead only a futile
swish as the club cut through the air. El-
lington drew in his head sharply as the un-
controlled shaft finished the circle peril-
ously close to his face.

When Ellington lowered his gaze from
heavenward, where he had expected to see
the ball sailing far in graceful flight, and
when he observed the little white pill still
resting serenely upon its fragile tee, his
expression was ludicrous. His astonish-
























The Admiral’s Smile

of the repair-boat. Some hardy Dboat-
swain's mate, evidently. Why didn't Buck
do it himself, snorted Jimmy to himself.
Sent a man in his place on dangerous duty!

The sailor paused at the break. He
looked up at the halliard cleated to the end
of that wabbly plank, which dipped over
the scas far out. To reach even the lower
end of it, he would huve to fight his way
across the narrow und slippery deck
through the stumps of the platform trestle.
A nervy job, but—

THEN a groan went up from both Jimmy
and the ensign as they watched the
man crawl back to the rear again.
“Gee—that's the limit!” growled the en-
sign. “He's passed it up! Hope that
damned middy has the proper nerve—we
ought to have sent a man,” he sniffed dis-

gustedly.
Jimmy’s ire rose. Annapolis was at
stake here! The youngsters just fad to

make good, on their honor!

“T'll go if he don’t, sir—please get them
to let me!” he begged.

“Nothing dom'{ kid!” retorted the en-
sign. “Think of all our boys over on the
Massachusetts umpiring, and the Arizona’s
observing, to say nothing of their own peo-
ple all keyed up for the big day of all
the year! The commander’ll send a man,
next trip. We can’t abandon battle-prac-
tice just for a broken raft platform.”

Jimmy could hardly believe his eyes, for
the sailor was now jumping back to the
repair-boat and Buck Thompson was
standing up talking to him, but so far had
not made a move to go aboard himself.
Through the glasses he saw them all look-
ing at the raft and shaking their heads.
It was unbelievable that they were going to
give up!

“Oh, please, sir—please!” he implored
the ensign. “Old Crabtown would never
forgive us if word of this got back. I know
these rafts—helped build one down in Nor-
folk. Wont you give us one more chance?”
he begged.

The ensign relented. “Seems a shame,
don’t it! We’re bound to put you middies
through the mill. It wont take long to try
yvou out before the Massachusetts gets

back. Sure you can do it, now?” he
warned.
“Yes sir,” said Jimmy, and his eyes

spoke unmeasured wells of gratitude.
“I'll put in a word for you! Get a C. P.
0. to relieve you at the rake if the com-
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mander consents. This poor fish is coming
back now—scared!” he snorted, gazing
angrily at the returning repair- “boat.

An impatient group was awaiting Buck
Thompson at the gangway as he came
up the ladder, glistening with salt water
and shaking his head. The Admiral was
there, and Captain Crandall. 'The Exec’
was barking angrily and looking around for
some one to send, but most of the senior
lieutenants were already over on the 1/as-
sachusetts in the umpire party.

Buck Thompson went below in disgrace.
Jimmy saw his own ensign joining the
group. His hand went up in salute, and
then he began speaking to the commander,
who listened, his face seamed with angry
impatience, for the Massachusctts was al-
ready swinging back for her second string.
Then he beckoned to Jimmy, and the youth
came running as glad surges of joy welled
up in his breast. They were going to try
him!

He stood at salute as the Admiral bent
his stern brows on him. “Youngster, I give
vou five minutes to get down that target!™
his heavy bass voice was growling. “En-
sign Borden tells me you know something
about our rafts. For the sake of the old
Academy, I am giving you the chance—
can you do it?”

“Yes sir,” said Jimmy simply, but there
was that in his eyes that told the Admiral
he would. The Commander grunted:

“Borden, I'll have to send you, if he
don’t. T can’t well spare you from the
rake, but we have no one left who is not on
duty.”

Then he turned on Jimmy, and his eyes
searched him—in that way that men have.
What he saw there seemed to reassure him.

“Very good, sir—I'll vouch for him!”
he said to the Admiral. The latter nodded.
Jimmy took the hint and was off like a
flash for the repair-boat. She was bobbing
up and down in great surges near the gang-
way platform, but he stepped aboard light-
ly on the rise and went aft. They were
all looking at him, up there, and some al-
ready doubting, he felt; but it was his big
chance to run with the ball.

“Shove off—look alive, there!” shouted
the officer of the deck down at him.

JIMMY gave the order, and his motor
started. Once out from the lee of the
Montana, the seas smote him like a lash.
It seemed more like five miles than five
hundred yards out to where his enemy; the













































BOOK MAGAZINE

later, is to make him head of the family
and give him authority over his brethren,
and Jacob gets it by the trick his mother
planned.) Now, here is the hands and
voice part:

**Jacob, being smooth-skinned,—*Behold
Ezau my brother is-a hairy man, and I am
a smooth man,—says they cannot fool his
father, who is sure to touch him, but his
mother tells him to do as she says and trust
her. So she gets some of Esau's good
clothes, which the old man recognizes by
the smell of fine raiment, and she takes
the skins of the goat-kids that Jacob
killed for the old man’s banquet and fixes
them on Jacob’s hands and neck so that
he will scem to be hairy. Then Jacob goes
in and says he is Esau, but the old man is
suspicious. He thinks Esau hasn’t had
time to go hunting and get back. ‘And
Jacob went near unto Isaac his father, and
he felt him and said, The voice is Jacob’s
voice, but the hands are the hands of Esau.
And he discerned him not, because his
hands were hairy, as his brother Esau’s
hands; so he blessed him.’

“Afterward, when Esau arrived, the old
man found out how he had been fooled, but
ke couldn’t take back the authority he had
conferred on Jacob. Esau, around that
time, intended to kill Jacob for the trick
after his father’s death, but he didn’t; in
fact. theyv ultimately came to be on good
terms.”

ORD laid the book on the table. “So
much for Esau,” he said.
“A hairy man,” Bailey mused. “Sold

his birthright cheap. Got married at forty.
Was trimmed out of a blessing by a trick.
That seems to sum up the possible parallels
old Crandall could have had in his mind.”

“Two more. He was a reddish person.
And his father and mother didn’t approve
of his wife.”

“That’s right.
telling the truth, don't you?
be slipping something over.”

“He could be, but I don’t believe it. I
think he is telling the truth. I don’t be-
lieve he killed him.”

“That letter Robinson wrote Friday
Cresson sixteen years ago—"

“There is more in that letter than the
mere statement that ‘C’ would kill him to-
morrow if he dared. TFor one thing, he said
a good many men had threatened him.
Dick, when did Wade Robinson first be-
come a prominent figure? He had a line of

You think Crandall is
He couldn’t

By J. Frank Davis

ships before he went into railroads and
traction, but what did he do before that?”

“Search me!” declared Bailey. ‘How
old do you think I am? If you couldn't
remember, could I?”

“Oh, it’s before either of us was reading
the newspapers,” Ford agreed, “but I didn't
know but you might have heard.”

“Never, so far as I recollect.”

“Crandall knew him then. Iriday Cres-
son says Crandall and Robinson quarreled
before his time with Robinson, and if I'm
not mistaken, he and Robinson had been
together ever since the day of small be-
ginnings. If Crandall knew him Dbefore
that, he might know some matter of early
history—Esau sold his birthright for a mess
of pottage. Wade Robinson has made a
business of getting birthrights at about that
price, when he could get away with it, ever
since I ever heard of him.”

“But if somebody that he has trimmed
did this, why think it happened in the dim
distant past? Surely there are plenty of
more or less recent cases.”

Ford nodded. “But I doubt if Crandall
would be familiar with them. By all ac-
counts, he has been more or less insane for
at least fifteen years—perhaps twenty. He
hasn't read anything but the Bible. He
hasn’t even talked any language but Bible
language for ten or a dozen years. It's a
guess, but I am thinking that if Crandall
has any particular person in mind with his
Esau reference, it is somebody that Robin-
son wronged back in the days beiore he
went completely dotty.”

“That’s the trouble with the whole busi-
ness,” Bailey said. ‘‘He has been dotty for
years, and he’s dotty now. We're figuring
on clear thinking from an insane man.”

“You've come in contact with insane
men in the course of your work. You
must admit that they think surprisingly
straight sometimes. I don't think this par-
ticular thing we are considering is, strictly
speaking, the raving of a maniac. I wasz
looking into Crandall’s eyes when he was
trying to tell us. They didn't look like the
eves of a man with delusions—I mean they
didn't look as if he was suffering from de-
lusions at the moment. They were strained,
anxious, worried, distressed,—at his diffi-
culty in making himself understood, I
should say,—but they had what I should
call the light of reason in them.”

“No absolute maniac could have in-
vented that way of telling you about the
voice and the hands,” Bailey admitted.





















The Hand of Esau

“There are some things he hasn’t ex-
plained yet. It’s a good idea not to lase
sight of him until they are straightened
out. If he should stay in New York and
move around so much that there is a
chance of his noticing you, call up New
York headquarters and get somebody to
help you out. It’s most train-time, and
you have to have a seat for the Merchants’,
you know.”

“All right. I wont lose the gentleman,”
Lederer promised, and hurried to the
ticket-window. Just as the incandescent
bulbs down the platform were flashing
their starting-signal, Ford, standing out-
side the gate, saw him disappear into the
train.

REENE reached Ford’s house at six-
fifteen, which gave them some mo-
ments before dinner.

“Some queer things have been happen-
ing,” the broker began. “They are past
me. In the first place, Tommy Hawbaker
and your old friend Story suspect Roger
Cresson of having killed Robinson. And
they’ve got some evidence that certainly
needs explanation.”

“Do you know what it is?”

“Yes—some of it, anyway. When he
went over to Robinson’s to do an errand
he says he forgot— Wait! Let me begin
somewhere near the beginning. Roger
Cresson and Hope were out on the piazza
talking, that night, just before the fortune-
telling began. I know that myself, be-
cause I went out and called them in.
Tommy Hawbaker and Florence Appley
were also out there. I know that too. And
it seems Roger was mad as blazes with
Robinson and slipped out the minute he’d
got his fortune told, to go over there and
have it out with him—and come right back.
Well, he didn’t come back.”

“Who says he was going to have some-
thing out with Robinson?”

“Hope does. He does. And Tommy
and Florence heard more or less of what
he was saying. I suppose he thought he
was talking confidentially, but he was mad,
and he let his voice get too loud. So
Tommy told Story, and they decided they
needed corroborative evidence, and Tommy
asked Florence to verify what they’d heard.
. Well, she wouldn’t.”

“Wait a minute. You say she heard it.”
d (;‘Yes. But she wont admit to him she
i '”

K(\V‘hy?”
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“That girl is as superstitious as an old
witch. You remember she was one of those
that had their fortunes told, before the
party was broken up.”

“Yes. She was the second one, just after
Cresson. Isn’t it rather odd, by the way,
if Cresson was angry and going right over
to have trouble with Robinson, as you say,
that he should have stopped to fuss with a
fortune-teller?”

“I was responsible for that.” Greene
described how his wife had sent him to get
the youth to be the first victim, in order
that there should be no delay in getting
the entertainment under way. “Well, that
‘reading’ that the old lady gave her made
a tremendous impression on Florence. It
seems she has gone in for that sort of thing
a good deal, and is more or less of an en-
thusiast on it. She says Madame Bernard
makes a lot of talk about being merely an
entertainer but that she is really a won-
derful psychic. And the Madame told her
that a matter was coming up soon, before
she left for Texas, that would cause her
great annoyance, but that her good sense
would tell her what to do and the diffi-
culty would pass.”

“I remember something of that sort.
Not unusual patter.”

“But it seems that when Madame Ber-
nard told her to ask a mental question, she
asked, to herself, who weuld bring that
difficulty about, and the Madame answered,
just as if she had asked it out loud, that
it would be a young, light-complexioned
man with good intentions. Tommy Haw-
baker! Then she said that this young man
would ask Florence to make a decision, and
that she had better change her mind. Well,
when Tommy asked her, she saw no reason
for not telling him, and opened her mouth
to do so, and then she remembered the
warning and followed it.”

“I see—more or less,” Ford said. “I
take it for granted neither Hawbaker nor
Storv told you. Was it Miss Appley?”

“She told my wife and Hope. And
Hope telephoned Roger to come over in a
hurry. This was early last evening.”

“Miss Robinson explained, I suppose,
what Roger was going to see Robinson
about.” )

“That’s the first queer thing. She flatly
wouldn’t. She was terribly worked up, of
course, about anybody thinking Roger
could have had anything to do with the
murder,—Miss Appley didn’t tell her any-
thing of that sort, of course, but Hope
















































The Hand of Esau

“That,” said Friday, “is a matter of no
importance.”

“Charity!” faltered Jake Crandall. “I
knew all about them of old. I never told.
I hoped they would see the light, as I
had. My own sins were washed away.
There was hope for Scotty and Aleck.”

‘“‘Aleck?” questioned Hawbaker.

“He dropped his first name when he
came back from New Zealand,” Ford ex-
plained. ‘“His birth-record shows he was
christened Alexander Wade Robinson.”

“IT was so long ago, that killing of the

I'renchman with the pearls,” Crandall
muttered. “It was charity to let time take
its course. They might find the right path.
I tried to lead them. Charity! ‘Though
I bestow all my goods to feed the poor,
and have not charity—’ I saw it. I heard
it. I heard Aleck laugh and curse him, and
turn to put the box back, and I saw him
take up the pistol—”

He stopped, breathless. Doctor Silk felt
his pulse and murmured soothingly.

“Why did he curse him?” Story asked.
“Why did Aleck curse him?”

“Jake! Red! Please!” protested Friday
Cresson, but if the other heard, he paid
no heed.

“I had just left here. I was here to—
Why was I here? Did I come to tell him
about ‘a certain rich man?’”

“Never mind. You had left—"

“I had got to the sumach. There were
footsteps back here on the piazza, I saw
Scotty.”

“When you say Scotty, you mean Ly-
man Cresson.”

“Why is it necessary, Mr. Story? Why?”
cried Cresson. “I admit it. I hated him.
He had a confession of mine to a murder
years ago. I saw a chance to get it. I
killed him. I couldn’t get it, because the
box—" He bit his lower lip before he went
on, still calmly: “I couldn’t take the box.
It was—1I couldn’t take it.”

“Father!” Roger’s voice was appealing.
“Twice you’ve said you confessed to a
murder years ago, but you haven’t said
you did it. Did you? Had you killed
a man, before you married my mother?”

“No, Roger,” said Cresson. “I was with
him, but Robinson did it. And I signed a
paper that I did it, because—because I be-
lieved he would kill me if I didn’t, princi-
pally, and also because I wanted money.
Mr. Ford said it a little while ago: I sold
my birthright for a mess of pearls.”
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“Cresson,” mumbled Crandall, as though
nothing: had been said since Story’s ques-
tion. “Lyman Cresson, Scotty. We called
him Scotty at sea. Scotch father. We
called him Scotty.”

“Yes. And you say you saw him come
here?”

Crandall trembled more violently at the
recollection. “Something made me slip out
across the lawn to where I could look in,”
he said. “I don’t know why. I—I think I
haven’t always had good reasons; I have
been a little peculiar at times. I don’t
seem to remember. Was I peculiar, Doc-
tor?”

“You are going to be better now,” Doc-
tor Silk promised. “Hurry and tell it.
We want to get home and in bed again.”

“Scotty had some papers. They talked
—business. Just a few words. Then
Aleck asked him a question, so low I
couldn’t hear. And Scotty said: ‘I meant
it. It’s a piece of dirty business, and I
wont do it Aleck said something more,
and Scotty said: ‘What I told you in the
office this afternoon goes. We’ve put over
some pretty rotten deals, but this is the
worst. I’'m through.’ So Aleck laughed.
T’ve heard him laugh like that on the deck
of the schooner, when—"

“JUST as few words as we can,” urged

Doctor Silk. “We’ll be getting so
tired we can’t finish it if we don’t tell it
quickly.”

“And Aleck says: ‘What I told you this
afternoon goes, too.” And Scotty told him:
‘You wouldn’t dare.” Then Aleck laughed
again, loud. And he says: ‘I have. 1
told her tonight after dinner. We’'ll see
whether you can stand up to me and tell
me what you will do and what you wont!
I told her she couldn’t marry him, and
when it comes out and they ask me why,
I’'m going to tell them the son of Lyman
Cresson isn’t a fit person for her to marry.
I’ll tell them I just got hold of that con-
fession. I'll tell them I've just found out
he’s the son of a murderer.’”

Roger Cresson moaned and his father
said, helplessly: “Can’t we spare him
this?”

“Then Scotty cursed him. Oh, horribly!
And they both shouted at once. And Aleck
ran to the safe and came back waving that
little box. ‘I've got it in there,” he
screamed, ‘and by God, you’ll do what 1
say as you always have, or I'll advertise
him and you, too.” He was in one of his


















Inyoko

fires were kept burning, lest lions should
attack the village itself. Inyoko wildly
mourned his father that night; but an even
greater sorrow was to befall him next day.

THE river, a quarter of a mile from the

village at its nearest point, curved in
a mile-wide half-circle below. Then it cut
a gorge through the hill, where its hundred-
yard width was compressed to a scant
thirty yards and the waters swirled
through, roaring and white-capped. The
roar of the rapids was a constant under-
tone in the noises of the village and gave
them a feeling of confidence. It was their
fortification against attack by the river
tribes. They were a hunting tribe and
knew nothing of canoes, neither their mak-
ing nor their handling. They did not have
means, even, for crossing the river at their
door.

Hitherto no canoe of the river tribes had
been able to get through the rapids to
the river above. The river men were raid-
ers, stealers of women, possibly able to
fight well in their boats against other river
men, but not in the least to be feared on
land; and the swift-running hunters had
easily caught and killed them when once
before they had attempted to raid the vil-
lage after landing below the rapids.

The women carried the water of the vil-
lage from the river in gourds, balanced on
their heads, and washed the grass cloth,
woven fine as a Panama hat, which formed
their scant clothing, at a smooth shelving
rock that dipped into the water. They al-
ways went there in a crowd with much
noise, and threw clods into the water to
scare away crocodiles. Once a woman,
standing knee-deep talking to the others,
had screamed and disappeared under the
water.

THIS day, when the women were filling

their gourds, they were suddenly sur-
rounded by a horde of the small black men
of the river. Men with small legs and
large arms, their faces grotesque with a
series of great raised scars from tip of nose
to top of forehead, the wool clipped close
except for a high topknot. The women
were quickly overpowered and carried to
a great war-canoé, sixty feet long, fash-
ioned from a single tree-trunk. This much
Kakesse saw, for she was the only one to
escape. Smaller and quicker than the rest,
she managed to slip through the cordon
back to the village.
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The warriors rushed across the bend in
the river, but the canoe was swift, and
when they reached the rapids, it was shoot-
ing through. The river men were pitting
their skill against death; the least miscal-
culation in that churning torrent would be
enough to swamp or overturn their craft,
which, burned out of a heavy tropical
tree, would sink like a stone. Overloaded,
the white-water wave-tops boiled over the
sides; but before the warriors were close
enough to reach their enemies with arrows,
the big canoe had won through, and the
river men were paddling away faster than
men could follow them. The hopeless
chase was given up, and the men returned
to a village that held only half a dozen
women—what few had not gone to the
river.

INYOKO had lost his mother. He re-

turned to the deserted grass hut which
had been his home. It held only things
to remind him of his lost father and
mother. His father’s ceremonial headdress
hung on the wall. In the middle stood
the weaving-frame with a half-finished
piece of grass cloth that his mother had
just now been weaving. The warrior was
lost in the little boy, that, crumpled up in
a €orner, was crying his heart out.

The village of the river men was six
days’ journey down the stream, and the
route iay through the land of another hos-
tile tribe. It would be impossible for this
one village to fight its way through, and
it was not likely that the king of the tribe
would consider a war against both the river
men and the intervening tribe, especially
as it was not possible to reach the latter;
for they, having gained their object, would
simply get into their boats and move, if
it should become necessary.

There was a long discussion among the
warriors, but no satisfactory plan for the
recovery of the women resulted. It was
broken up by the noise of elephants pass-
ing close to the village. The elephant is
king of the jungle, and man can only over-
come him by traps. Therefore, it was only
when the herd had passed by that the men
came out to see what they had done. When
they came to the village manioc-field, they
saw the wide swath of broken-down trees
through which the great beasts had en-
tered the field from the forest. Then they
saw that the field had been made a play-
ground and had not only been trampled
but had been uprooted and utterly de-
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Sheriff Dan Doud

he realized that her presence in Chiracajon
was not going to be an infliction on anyone.
These things took him quite by surprise
and left him, for just a moment, discon-
certed.

She did not fit his conception of East-
ern girls at all. A little thing, with a tum-
bling crop of golden brown hair which was
not smoothed back as he was accustomed
to seeing girls’ hair, with a face as mobile
as sunbeams, and blue eyes which took
quick sidelong regard of him, a regard not
altogether devoid of humor, as if she were
ready to stifle laughter if he gave it the
slightest excuse to arise to her lips—that
was Doud’s niece.

“I was sent to meet you,” he told her
gravely, for he had not quite regained his
assurance. ‘“The Sheriff was called away
on business. I'm his chief deputy.” He
saw a flicker of surprise in her eyes, and
then he heard the station-agent calling him.

THERE is usually something in a man’s

voice which proclaims bad news before
he delivers it, and as Hurlburt turned away
from the girl, he knew that trouble was in
the wind. The conductor was hurrying
across the platform with the agent.

“Curt Wilcox,” the latter said when he
had finished telling of the holdup, “is
down at Bagdad Siding now. I got the
wire just before the train pulled in.
They’re raising a posse.”

“I told ’em all there is to tell,” the con-
ductor interrupted, “and we're away be-
hind time.” He was signaling the engineer
with his lantern as he spoke.

“See to this lady’s baggage,” Hurlburt
bade the agent. “I’m going in to phone.”

“They’ve been trying to get you for the
last hour,” the telephone operator told him.
*It’s Mr. Wilcox. He put in a call from
Savage’s first, but Sheriff Doud told me to
get you on the line for him.” Hurlburt
mentally cursed his chief’s untimely press
of business which had been the means of
preventing Curt’s message from coming
through. Then the old-timer’s voice
reached his ears.

“Hit her up’s hard’s you can, son,” Curt
bade him. “Don’t bother looking for help
in Chiracajon. I’ve got some good men
here, and I done phoned the jailer; he’s
trying to get holt of Doud. You just burn
up the road, for we’ve got a hot trail.”

Charis Hilton was waiting for him in the
car when he came out of the depot.

“I'm ready,” she announced. “I knew
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you’d be in a hurry.” He leaped to the
seat beside her, and as he was starting the
motor she went on to describe the face that
she had seen passing the Pullman window.
“If)’ she added with a little diffidence,
“that will be of any help to you.”

“Yes,” he answered, “it sure will be of
help to me.” In his mind’s eye he was
seeing the face of the half-breed cowboy
whom he bad passed in the battered Ford.

“I wish I'd been able to get a better look
at him,” she continued, “but the porter
insisted that I take my head away from
the window, and to tell the truth, I was
beginning to be afraid.”

“There are a great many girls,” he told
her, “who would have been too badly
scared to see as much as you did.” He had
shifted into high now, and the car was
roaring up the first grade. As if such af-
fairs as train holdups came every day, she
changed the subject.

“Do you know,” she said, “you’re a com-
plete surprise to me. I thought that
deputy sheriffs—” She hesitated.

“Yes,” he said, “what about them?”

“Well, I'd read of them, you see, and I'd
gotten my idea from that, I suppose—that
they wore pistols out West and were—well,
not so young.” She did not add the infor-
mation that her conception of Western
deputies failed to include his particular sort
of good looks; but she smiled so frankly
that he took his eyes from the road long
enough to smile back at her.

“We manage to keep our guns con-
cealed,” he told her, “and as for being
young, why, time will fix that if you only
wait around long enough.”

There was something in her manner—a
way she had of meeting him right on his
own ground, as if the fact that they had
just seen each other for the first time made
no difference at all—which caused him to
go on talking quite as though they were old
companions. By the time they had climbed
the grade, he had learned that she liked
horses; and when the car had passed Rob-
bers Rock and was speeding through the
hills, he found out that she rode astride
like a real human being.

“But English saddle,” she added, “with
curb and snaffle.”

“That’s easy to get over,” he assured
her; “and as soon as I'm through with this
rush of business, I'll look up a good pony
for you.”

She thanked him and took mental note .
of the way in which he had referred to the






Sheriff Dan Doud

had crossed Hackberry Creek, the wagon
track, which the Ford had taken at its
other end, branched southward to join the
Najo Highway. It occurred to him that,
whoever that driver was, he was surely anx-
ious to cut across country, for he was going
to find some extremely rough going by this
route. Probably it was Dan Doud, after
all, he concluded, with some fresh informa-
tion which led him toward Old Town.

When Hurlburt stopped beside the Bag-
dad depot platform a few minutes later, he
made out the forms of several men in the
darkness beside the building; a rifle-butt
thumped on the planks; a self-starter
whined in the darkness, and headlights
glared upon a dusty ranch road which
branched off here into the south.

“Six of ’em, and they’ve rode away on
saddle hosses.” Curt Wilcox placed one
foot on the running-board and threw open
the door. “They’re heading for the moun-
tains.”

“Pile in, boys,” Hurlburt called, and two
cowboys tumbled into the rear. Curt took
his place beside the under-sheriff on the
driver’s seat.

“Done dished a wheel coming down from
Savage’s,” he said, “and I'll have to ride
with you. Hit her up, son.” As Hurlburt
was complying in a manner to raise an
ordinary citizen’s hair, the old-timer leaned
over close to him and shouted his informa-
tion through the roaring of the engine.

“The boys in Bill Savage’s car ahead
there done followed the trail as far as La-
throp’s ranch while you was coming. It
takes off there angling towards the moun-
tains. Looks like they’re figgerin’ on
makin’ the pass near Najo; it’s the only
country where hosses can cross down to
Mexico.”

“If that’s the case,” Hurlburt answered,
“the Sheriff’'s got them headed off, ten
chances to one, for I think his car followed
me out of Chiracajon and turned south by
Hackberry Wash.” As he spoke, he felt a
little bitterness at Doud. Why couldn’t
the old fellow have signaled him with his
horn to stop, and told him his plans?

“Thought I could drive,” Curt called
back to the cowboys in the rean seat a mo-
ment later, “but Ed’s got me beat. He
goes acrost country like a drunken Indian.”
The big car swept back into the road after
taking a cut-off through the brush, stealing
the lead from the other auto. It charged
through an open gate, across a pasture and
on for several miles of rolling country until
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the lights of Lathrop’s ranch house showed
ahead of them. A cowboy appeared among
the corrals with a lantern.

“Done caught up the hosses,” he an-
nounced in the soft dispassionate drawl of
his kind.

HURLBURT managed to borrow a pair
of chaps before the posse were in the
saddle. Curt showed him the fresh trail
of the bandits where it left the roadway,
swinging toward the base of the mountains,
which rose, a black wall against the starry
sky. They rode at what would seem to a
tenderfoot to be a snail’s pace, for they
knew the limitations of horses, and the
country before them was rough; the chase
promised to be a long one—unless, as Hurl-
burt had reasoned, Sheriff Doud was in
that car with the yellow headlights which
had cut across country toward Old Town.
The first light of dawn was beginning to
steal across the dark summits of the moun-
tains when they came out on a brush-clad
plateau overlooking the plain. Old Town
lay a quarter of a mile away, hidden by
the tall mesquite. Curt dismounted for
the fourth time to scan the hoof-marks of
the fugitives’ ponies. When he had studied
the earth for some moments, he looked up
at Hurlburt and shook his head.

“Thought so a mile or two back,” said
he. “One at a time, after the Mex fashion,
they’ve done turned off. Last one left
here. They’ve split up and aim to meet
som’ere where they’ve agreed.” He caught
sight of the disappointment in the younger
man’s eyes. “Don’t worry, son. Half of
the trailin’ is guessin’ where the other fel-
low’s headed for, and these kombres are
ridin’ to Mexico. The Najo Pass is the
only way across the range. We’ll make for
it.”

T’HEY started on through the mesquite
thickets, and were almost in the ruined
outskirts of Old Town when a voice hailed
them. A glare of yellow light fell upon
them. Sheriff Dan Doud stood before his
car, his eyes closed like a man fast asleep.
“Heard the news in town and drove over
to head ’em off,” he said, “but no one’s
done showed.”

“Well,” Curt Wilcox demanded, “how
about it? The trail peters out a quarter of
a mile back, but I think they're headed for
the pass at Najo.”

“Not a chance,” Doud snapped. “They’ll.
never try that road.” And those who
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day, and he recognized those cases at once.
The Mexican with the military mustache
and the half-breed with the closely set eyes
were standing side by side; another speci-
men of border riffraff hid the fourth of the
cage’s passengers, to whom Bolton was
talking earnestly. Abruptly this fourth
man stepped to the door and flung it open.
It was Bert Lewis. He stood there in the
doorway confronting his senior partner,
and Dan Doud’s voice was hard as he
spoke.

“Three men’s got you covered through
the window. I want the hull bunch of
you.”

Hurlburt saw Lewis’ face go tight and
gray; then Doud called him over to help
handcuff the prisoners, and he was busy
with the two Mexicans when he heard a
scuffle. He turned in time to see Lewis
diving under the muzzle of the Sheriff’s
weapon.

The man vanished at once into the outer
darkness. Doud’s pistol flamed. Down
the road a self-starter shrieked. The red
touring-car leaped forward. Its headlights
came on, then wheeled in a wide arc, sweep-
ing downward like a pair of drunken
comets. Out of the depths came an awful
crash.

Old Curt was first to the wreck, and
called out the news:

“Dead, Dan; the car’s on top of him.”
And Doud’s voice was steady as he an-
swered:

“Better that than jail.”

CHAPTER XVII

HERIFF DAN DOUD told his niece
the tale as he drove homeward that
night. And often while he was reciting

the facts which have been missing thus far
in this narrative, she saw his eyes go shut;
sometimes he let one hand tend the steer-
ing-wheel, and gently stroked her sleeve
with the other. The odorous night-wind
hummed in their ears; out of the blackness,
mesquite shrubs appeared, racing toward
them in endless succession, disappearing in
their wake.

“Bolton and that Mex officer have told
all they know,” the Sherifi began. “The
both of ’em were against the train-robbery
from the start. It was like this:

“Long ago I suspected Bolton was
runnin’ guns and ca’tridges acrost the line.
Then he begun to pester me to name that

" Ed ahead of me.
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half-breed as deputy in Najo—a beef-killer
and bootlegger and worse. One day I got
word from a party that looks out for me
over there that the tunnel at the six-hun-
dred-foot level had struck right spang into
one of the company’s old workings from the
Old Town side, and that Bolton was keepin’
the thing quiet. That made me pretty
sure. A hole right through the mountain,
and no one allowed to know about it!

“Well, profits had been pilin’ up from the
hardware business mighty swift, and Bert
Lewis was makin’ night trips to Najo. I
didn’t like to think that my pardner—and
the son of my old friend—was in such a
deal, but it looked mighty bad. Just at
that time along comes Ed Hurlburt, saying
that Bolton’s hollering louder than ever for
his deputy. I started out that evenin’ to
investigate, leavin’ Ed to fetch you over
from the Junction.

“Got back to Chiracajon in time to hear
of the robbery. It come to me right away
that it would be this gun-runnin’ bunch,
as like as not. I lit out, and saw Ed’s car
ahead of me. I didn’t want to have him or
anybody else with me just then—I wanted
to handle the case so’s to keep the gun-
runnin’ end of it quiet—if ’twas that
bunch.

“I had an idee they’d head for Old Town
if it was them, makin’ for that hole in the
mountain, you see. And sure enough, after
I'd got there, here comes Ed and Curt and
the cowboys on their trail. That made me
plumb sure that my suspicions was correct,
and when Ed told me how he’d seen the
half-breed ahead of him on the road that
afternoon, and talked about a shortcut, I
done my best to steer him and ol’ Curt off.

“From that time I worked hard. My
aim was to ketch the bunch at gun-
runnin’, to take Bert Lewis down to the
line and kick him acrost into Mexico, and
to give the others their choice of pleadin’
guilty—which would prevent any evidence
from comin’ out in co’t—or of bein’ turned
over to the Mex authorities, who would
line ’em up against a wall and shoot ’em.

“The night before the ropin’-contest X
was follerin’ Bert Lewis, and I'd trailed
him to the gulch that leads to the old
shaft which connects up with the workin’s
on the Najo side of the hill. But when I
went on up the cafion after him, I found
The gang jumped him
not fifty feet away from me, and I got
sight of Lewis among ’em. Before I could
do anything, here comes Curt Wilcox be-
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